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Satire should, like a polish'd razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lap‘ MontTaGue. 


Political Pasquinades anc Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones) of Political history. They supply information as to the personal habits, aud 
often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”’—Croker’s New Ware Guipe, 
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HORRORS OF LIMBO. 
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FIGARO V. THE BLUE DEVILS. 

It will be seen by recent police reports, that a very unpo- | our unfortunate vender undergoing for three days, during which 
pular attempt has been made by a perjured Blue Devil, in the | ke wasremanded, the horrors of limbo. What a miserable pic- 
shape of a policeman, to put astop to the progress of the ever- | turedoes he present compared with his appearance, wheu offering 
welcome Figaro. The liberality of the Government, and the | in Leicester Syuare, the new number of Figaro for sale, to the 
enlightened taste of the London Magistrates has, however, | innumerable relishers of cheap wit, who perambulate the me- 
nipped in the bud this malicious and mercenary attempt to | tropolis. Were government to show a disposition to oppose 
curtail England of her amusements: and a release has been | Figaro, we could scarcely answer for its secarity; for how 
granted to a poor devil who would otherwise have been made by | could the 50,000 of our countrymen, who look for it with the 
three week’s imprisonment a victim to the avaricious rapacity uf | regular appetite of true gourmands, forego their weekly dish 
a falsely swearing policeman. The above caricature represents | of piquant entertainment, Even the worthy Magistrates 
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N.B. We have taken the liberty of changing the names of the above caricatures, which are in the Comic Magazine, (by no means a political publication ) called 
et Wy. . 99° ° ” ? 
Strong Room for Improvement, and ‘' Staff at Head Quarters,” 
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themselves would feel the loss of it; for when a person was, as 
we have before stated, (by the false oath of a policeman), 
brought before Mr. Minshull, did he not almost swoon with 
surprise at the malicious barbarity and savage gothism that 
could have directed a prosecution of Figaro? He could not 
believe his senses, and remanded the poor fellow to en- 
quire into the facts, when it was ascertained that he ought 
not to have been brought to Bow-street, and he was discharged 
accordingly. This is, as it should be, we are glad of it for 
Mr. Minshull’s sake, because we have so much respect fot 
him that on no account would we deprive him of the periodical 
hearty laugh he is said by the reports to have indulged in on 


’ 


seeing our caricature of the “ Political Kangaroo,” which we 


will admit is irresistible. How happy are we to relieve the 
magistrates occasionally, from the tedium of their monotonous 
duties, and sometimes to be the means of relaxing those muscles 
that have grown but too stiff with the strong lines of authority. 
As to the police we cannot sufficiently express the contempt 
we feel for them as a body, and, indeed, their duties may 
be summed up in our second caricature, of which, as well as 
the other two, we have obtained the loan from our friend the 
proprietor of the Comic Magazine, who intends favouring the 
world with those and sixteen others, equal, if not superior to 
them, for a shilling on the Ist of April. But to return to our- 
selves. The police-fellows seem to go about breaking heads 
and laying informations, in both of which accomplishments they 
are most diabolically indiscrimate. An amusing publication, 
and an honest man, are equally objects of their brutal hostility, 
while a pick pocket or a pennyworth of blasphemy, and obsce- 
nity often passes without the notice of these rascally connivers 
at theft and debauchery. However, the magistrates know their 
characters, and will, in future, be cautious how they admit their 
evidence. 

With regard to our work, we have only to repeat here what 
we said before Mr. Minshull, and have also observed in our 
notices to correspondents, “ it is designed to improve many and 
amuse all by a little harmless satire.” 


But our mottos, while they show our meaning, argue strongly 
in favour of our utility. 





THE INTERPRETER. 





The Duke and the Charity Boy. 


He had stated that Irish gratitude attended on British benevolence. 
He had observed, when the group of children were passing in their cus- 
tomary procession before the Duke of Northumberland, that a little 
boy with ruddy face and beaming eyes—yes, beaming with thankfulness 
—in paying his humble and untutored courtesy to the Noble Duke, as 
he bent and pulled his hair, looked fully upon him, and that there was 
an exchange of regard between the child and the noble Chairman—the 
latter had smiled with that consciousness of having done a good action 
which is so full of true moral luxury. For his splendid donation, in 
that encounter of the eyes of this little boy, the noble Chairman was 
repaid.—Mr. Shiel’s Speech at the Dinner of the Benevolent Society of 
St. Patrick. 


Mr. Shiel isa man whose principles for the mostpart we admire, 
and to whom we will allow the possession of talent, but never was 
there a display of more sickening stupidity and genuine Irish 
Blarney than is contained in the above quoted paragragh, Among 
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FIGARO IN LONDON. 


a mixed populace, such trash might pass for eloquence, but at a 
public dinner how could he expect it should have been received 
as sense ; surely heought to have considered his auditors generally 
as men of ordinary discernment, notwithstanding they included 
in their number the Most Noble the Marquis of Londonderry. 
Let our readers peruse once more the paragraph which we haye 
extracted—A little boy with ruddy face and beaming eyes” 
means nothing more than a chubby chopped urchin with an 
unmannerly habit of staring, and as to the exchange of glances 
between the Duke and the Child, it is really too ludicrous for 
comment. The latter, we will warrant, was intent only on the 
good things prepared for the dinner, or if he did happen to look 
at his Grace, it was with that ignorant gaze of wonder, which 
the uneducated always put on when in the presence of a nodle- 
man. ‘The boy had heard of a Duke, but had never seen one 
before, and eyed the thing as he would any other curiosity. 
For the regard expressed in the alleged return of the glance by 
Northumberland, we will admit there may be some ground; he 
knew that he had come out expressly to doa bit of benevolence, 
and he is enough of a simulator, we dare say, to look at least 
the bountiful. It is as easy for him to put on a smile, as to 
take one hundred pounds out of his pocket, of which he no 
more feels the want, than we should miss the sale of a single 
number of Figaro. Shiel’s gammon about the enjoyment 
derived by the Duke from his smile is positively an improve- 
ment on all the former part of his rhapsody. He describes it 
as being full of true moral luxury, as if really there could not 
be imagined a finer treat than playing at stare-cap, with a 
charity boy. If it be so luxurious a treat to lock at the 
urchins, it must be perfect paradise to sit in church opposite 
some scores of them, crammed together, bawling psalms in an 
organ loft. 





——————_$_— ee — 


ENGLISH MELODIES.—No. 4. 





We are happy in being able at so short an interval to pro- 
vide another article for the above named engaging department 
of Figaro. The subject of the present melody is the supposed 
rumination of the Most Noble the Marquis of Londonderry on 
the effects produced by some of his late displays of parlia- 
mentary eloquence. His recent arrogant attempt to put him- 
self into a competition with such men as Brougham and 
Plunkett, is touchingly alluded to by the lyrist in the opening 
of the second stanza, and there is much poetic fancy in the 
concluding lines which imputes to Londonderry a comparison 
of himself with Cicero. Indeed, in this simile, the bard has 
shown himself to be possessed of an imagination, which for its 
stretch and wildness is positively without parallel, 

Airn.— Oft in the stilly night. 
Oft o’er my tea and toast, 
When I a speech have sported, 
I take the Morning Post, 
To see how its reported. 
The frequent ‘ hears,” 
** Continued cheers,”’ 
The witty things ne’er spoken, 
The ‘ oh’s” left out, 
And nought about 
The coughs with which t’was broken, 


When I behold it all 
In columns neat and taper, 
Precisely made to fall 
By Brougham’s in the paper,— 
I feel like one, 
Who’s really done 
A thing too bright to sully, 
And dream with head 
As thick as lead, 
That I’m the modern Tully. 
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BREVITIES. Epigram. 
(On Lord Eldon. ) 


‘¢ So help me God !” old Eldon cries, 
What needs the grasping elf— 
Who, from the national supplies, 





‘‘ Brevity is the soul of wit.’’—Shakspeare. 





Lucus a non Lucendo. 


We understand that the Duke of Newcastle intends present- Has long so help’d himself ? 
ing his protege Wetherell with a coa/ mine, in order that the 
worthy Knight may be enabled to keep himself in clean linen. Epigram. 


Any thing but commend a-Tory (On Lord Stormont’s Anti-reform specches.) 
ny thing bu , 

Sir Robert Peel takes credit to himself for possessing an | ae oattd wala Sake ea . 
extraordinary degree of patience. We will not dispute with | is a ais laa hes cide can es 
him on this point, for we always regarded him as an impersona- Gs EOCer a _ S, 

When rises up a Storm-on’t. 


tion of Job. 
The world turn’d upside down. 


The Tories declare that should the Reform Bill pass, all the 
existing institutions will be upset, and for them the world will 
indeed have 


Inquest Extraordinary. 


Died suddenly—surprised at such a rarity, 
Verdict—Saw Eldon do a bit of charity. 





Dining by Hook or Crook. 


The late fast day occasioned but little change of diet in any 
put the higher circles, for thousands in the lower walks have 
long been accustomed every day ¢o fish for their dinner. 


Rather Smart. 


Certain Tory Grandees who took the liberty of presenting 
addresses to his Majesty at the levees, are said to have on this 
occasion, had more than they anticipated of a dressing. 


An Apt Allusion. 


It has been remarked as very singular, that notwithstanding 
its being so near his head, the hat of Sir Charles Wetherell has 
never been seen to have a nap. 





House for M. P’s. 


We have heard a great deal lately of the March of Intellect, nents tein siibiiiaiaainiiiinian 
but we can say little for its advancement, if as some persons eae 
say the sense of the nation is represented by the House of 


Commons. 
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THEATRICALS. 


_—_——s 


Rather Soft. 


gS 


Lord Mahon we have been informed, said that the Tories, 
though overwhelmed by numbers, had never been defeated by | Robert the Devil having proved a decided failure at Drury 
argument.—Very true, acannon ball will make no impression | Lane, the Alchymist with music by Spohr has been produced 
on a sand bag. | in the hope that the deficiency might have been made up to the 
| treasury. Unfortunately the attempt has been unsuccessful, and 

Captain Polhill’s pockets must once more become martyrs to his 

Sir John Bridges we are told, said much good had arisen | want of taste, and his foolish ardour for theatrical speculation. 
from the prolonged debates on the Reform Bill. What good | How he could have anticipated success we are at a loss to con- 
may have arisen from them, we cannot really say, but we cer- | ceive, for from the commencenent of the opera to the end there is 


The Bird Flown. 


tainly never saw any good zz them. scarcely a passage in the music that does not afford an appro- 
priate accompaniment to those somniferous propensities which 
Practical Reform. are engendered by every word of the dialogue. As to the plot 


The contemplated retirement of the Duke of Cumberland | it would be ridiculous for us to attempt to sketch it. There is 
from politics will, of all the actions of his life, be certainly the | an old fool of an alchymist who effects to search for the phi- 
most politic. losopher’s stone, but who is so thoroughly ignorant of the ele- 
ments of chemistry that in mixing some preparation he blows 


wea up his laboratory, an incident which is taken advantage of by a 

(On Sir Charles Wetherell’s Oratory.) Spanish student who euters the house, under the pretence of 
Sometimes to sense, sometimes to nonsense leaning, putting out one fire, in order that he may light another in the 
But always blundering round about his meaning, heart of the old man’s daughter, personated by Miss Pearson, 


with her usual inanimate insipidity. This is dull work, but 
it is enlivened by the Alchymist being dragged to prison by 

Mr. Croker was wrong in saying that the House of Commons | some officers of the inquisition, and when in captivity he goes 
had adapted itself to the altered state of Society. The fact is, | to sleep and dreams something that was represented by ma- 
that by him society is grossly misrepresented. chinery, but which was lost upon us as we sympathetically 


The Old Croaker. 
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fell asleep with the actor. There is nothing new in the plot, 
and as to the dramatis persone there is besides what we have 
mentioned no individual of i importance but a rascally nobleman, 
so that it will be seen there is nothing like novelty in the 
characters. Harley enacted a mountebank who dealt out 
several stale jokes with his usual relish for foolery, but the 
house could not laugh, and was too lazy to hiss, except when 
we and some other spirited well wishers to the drama, set the 
salutary example. Mrs. Wood's delightful talents were thrown 
away on aranting woman, who first loses her senses, and then 
by way of a climax to her calamities finds in Mrs. C. Jones a 
mother. This is too horrible, and she goes raving mad to wild 
music, during one of the cadences of which she falls dead upon 
Phillips, who has five minutes previously committed suicide. 
The thing went off very slack, and has added another to the 
list of failures under Captain Polhill’s amateur management. 
He and Monkey Mason have lately been making pre- 

cious fools of themselves ; ° the former lh: ad better have stuck to 
his parliamentary duties, and as to the latter, we don’t know 
what he is fit for, except to write a few more unpublished operas 
of which we are told he has already several scores in his pos- 
session. Poor Polhill we pity, for we believe he has done the 
best he could, and he has at all events behaved himself towards 
his performers like a man of honour and a gentleman, but why 
Mason took the opera we cannot conceive, for all he has as yet 
done has been to hoax the public, take in the subseribers, and 
humbug some of the singers out of their salaries. ‘This may be 
all very well as amateur management, but he must expect 
amateur remuneration. 

We attended the Surrey one evening last week, to witness the 
performance of a new drama, of domestic interest, called the 
Blight of Ambition, or, the Life of a Member of Parliament. 
The author being, we understand, a Mr. Almar,a fourth or 
fifth rater on the Surrey establishment, with a salary, we should 
imagine, of not more than one pound ten shillings per week, we 
rather curious to know what sort of an animal he would 
make of a Member of Parliament, considering how much he was 
likely to know of the character. Mr, A. has, we should ima- 
gine, scraped an acquaintance with Hunt, and has, apparently, 
taken as his guide for an M. P., 
legislative elegance. The hero of the piece is named Bedford, 
and after what we have said of his similitude to the honourable 
member for Preston, it will, of course, be understood that he is 
a rare mixture of the idiot and the blaeckguard. As to the 
Blight of Ambition, we don’t know what it could mean, for 
such a dolt as the M.P., drawn by Mr. Almar, could never 
have expected to rise beyond the rank of a silent voter, or, at 
least, to the level of such men Mr. Horace ‘Twiss, whose 
business it is to talk nonsense against time, in order to retard 
any measure that may be designed for the good of the commu- 
nity.—Snuch is the Member of Parliament in the piece we have 
mentioned, and Mr. Osbaldiston who played the part, dressed 
it with appropriate vulgarity. — Blue surtout, ducks, and 
Berlin gloves, were the costume of this senator, whose ambition 
is destined to be blighted by a dissolution of Parliament, which 
clearly proves, that he will not regain his seat and ergo as a 
consequence that he is useless as a party tool, and unsatisfactory 
‘T'o talk of the ambition of such 
an ass as this is preposterous: we shall be hearing next that 
Lord Stormont, or some other equally insignificant rotten 
borough oce upying scion of new and upstart nobility has thought 
proper to aspire to senatorial distinction. Cobham playe “da 
ranting part in the piece as if he liked the opportunity of 
making himself ridiculous, a fact which we deplored, as we 
regard him in the light of aman of genius. We have a word 
vr two to say to Mr, Osbaldiston, respecting the pieces he has 


were 


as 


as a popular representative. 
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that most refined specimen of 
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produced at the Surrey since the commencement of his manage- 
ment. ‘They have been, we are sorry to observe, of a very 
indifferent quality, though, we are informed, he has had the 
offer of some exceedingly clever dramas. ‘A complaint, too, 
has reached our ears of his want of courtesy to authors, and we 
have been informed, that a writer of considerable talent, and 
high reputation who did him the honour to offer him a melo- 
drama, received his piece back without any kind of reply, 
which at all events would have been due to himasa gentleman, 
if not demanded by his fame as a dramatist. Mr. Osbaldiston 
will do well to attend to this hint which is thrown out ina 
friendly feeling, for we should like to see him supported by 
men of known talent such as the one to whom we have alluded. 


— A th cee 
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TO C ORRESPONDENTS ° 


The card for the private view of the Exhibition of the Society of British 
Artists, reached us too late for us to avail ourselves of the privilege to 
which it entitled us, 

The charges made for viewing the Colosseum, do not come within the 
sweep of our razor. 

Philanthropos is mistaken in supposing that one of our objects is to 
attack the Bishops as a class. We are not opposed to any persons for 
the rank or situation they happen to oce upy, and indeed ‘the whole of 
our work it must be seen, is not intended to injure any set of men, but 
if possible, to improve many and amuse all by a little good humoured 
satire. 

We often regret that it does not come within our province to Review 
Books, for we sometimes see publications it would delight us to have the 
pleasure of recommending, Of such a nature ts a new work, of which we 
have been favoured by a perusal, called The Scenery of the Rivers of 
Youre and Waveney, in Norfolk; which is, for its engravings and letter- 
press, really a gem, and must obtain the most extemsive patronage. 

The Figaro Mania is we are glad to perceive upon the decline. There 
has been only one new case, and that will we have no doubt, meet with a 
speedy termination. ‘There have been two deaths, one of which has all 
along been anticipated by us: and, indeed, the poor thing has lingered 
much longer thar could have been expected. 

Remaining at last report 10, 

New cases 1 

Deaths, the Giovanni in London, aud the Illustrious Stranger. 

Recoverics NONE, 

A wretched periodical called the Giovanni in London, after having 
used every means to puil itself into notoriety, died last week, and gave 
on the occasion a true confession of the whole extent of its failure. The 
proprietors pathetically warn others from following their mad exam- 
ple in endeavouring to compete with the Pigare, as disgrace and failure, 
they honestly admit can be the only result of the experiment. Had they 
asked our advice before they threw away their money, we would have 
told them in friendship how ridiculous it was of them to enter. in any 
way the field of literature, but to put themselves in presumptuous op- 
position To us, was 2 piece of insolent and conceited effrontery, little 
Short of insanity. We sincerely trust that the wretched and disgraceful 
fate of these would be writers, will act as a salutary warning to those 
infatuated idiots, who fancy they are capable of c ontending with Figaro 
for public favour. Some ot our existing self-styled competitors! would 
really find a wholesome lesson in the last number of the Girovanny 
Loxponx, Which is ce.tainly the ouly sensible one of the whole publica- 
tion, 

Some of Nyron’s Epigrams contain old ideas, and others are on sub- 
Je cts that are too general. He has our thanks for his attention, though 
in sending similar contributions to us and 
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‘have detected him once 
the Tatler. 
On April Ist, will be published, 
NcemBperl, Price ONE SaiiuinG, of a new Monthly periodiea!, to be cailed 


MAGAZINE. 


—VIRGIL. 
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FEaXHE COMIC MAG AZIN 1 wit be printed in a superion 

stvle,and every number embellished with from FIFTEEN to TWENTY EN- 
GRAVINGS by Mr. Seymour, forming in the course of the vear, two volumes, each of 
the same size,and containing as imany illustrations as Hood's Comic Annual at just HAL! 


THE 


TAK PRICE. 
N.B. ‘The first number will contain, among other amusing articles, 
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